THE   HONEYSUCKLE   AND   THE   BEE

and the old "Morris" was running like a hare. This
much, from their chatter to each other and the landlord,
I learned within a minute; and within two minutes I
had politely refused more refreshment, the young woman
had gone upstairs to powder her nose, and I had learned
that they were engaged. The young man was going
strong with the landlord on the invention of an ideal
England XI, when the girl reappeared, stared at me
strangely, stepped up to me, hesitated, then asked me
if I were myself.

"Yes," I said, "but what made you think that?"

"Oh," she replied, "I just noticed your name in the
register. Besides, I once heard you make a speech."

"Where was that?"

"At an English Association meeting. I was at college
then. I did so want to ask you a question afterwards."

"Why didn't you?"

"I felt so shy."

"Well, ask me now."

I spoke, I hope, with due gallantry, but my heart sank
within me. I knew what was coming. I have not yet
been on Greenland's icy mountains, in spite of a kind
invitation from Mr. Augustine Courtauld, whom I have
forgotten to ask about the literary fashions there pre-
vailing. I have not been on India's coral strand, nor
have my nostrils snuffed the spicy breezes of Ceylon's
isle. But I am sure it would be just the same there as in
Somerset: for in Paris and Cairo, and Haifa, Rhodes,
and Copenhagen, in the Town Hall of Helsingfors and
on the Pine Valley Golf Course in New Jersey, I have
heard that question asked and, somehow, seen it coming.